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ACT ONE, SCENE ONE 

Place: Germany, Mill’s home near the 
woods. The date is June 5, 1942. 

Mili enters and plops down on the floor, to 
read her favorite Captain Marvel comic 
book. 

MOM (calling from offstage) 

Mili, time for dinner! 

MILI 

Coming, Mom! 

The sound of marching and gunshots is 
heard in the distance. Mom enters the room 
in a hurry. 

MOM 

Uh oh... Mili, get down here now! (Mili runs 
to her mother.) Into the hiding place now! 
(They turn the bookcase, a secret door to a 
hidden room, and hide.) 

A loud boom is heard and three soldiers 
walk onto the stage. 

OFFICER 
Where did they go? 

SOLDIER 1 

(Looking around) It's definitely not 
abandoned. 

SOLDIER 2 

(Pointing at them) You go look outside. 

You look upstairs. I’ll look down here. 
(Soldier notices the comic book on the floor 
near the secret door. He takes a step 
towards the bookcase.) 

OFFICER 

(From offstage) Hey, I think I hear 
something over there...Get down here! 

Let's go! (Soldiers run offstage.) 

The stage is empty and silent. Slowly, the 
hidden door cracks open. Mili and her 
mother slowly come out of hiding. 

(BLACKOUT) 

MOM 

Honey, sweetheart, I have to make the 
hardest decision I've ever had to make. I 
have to send you into the forest because of 
the danger at hand. 
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MILI 

But, Mom, why? 

MOM 

Because I don't want you to be tortured like 
your father was. Though you never met 
him, it is time for you to know the truth about 
what happened. Your father was taken by 
German soldiers to a concentration camp, 
because he was Jewish. We were spared 
because I pretended we believed differently 

MILI 

What's a concentration camp? 

MOM 

A concentration camp is a place where your 
identity is lost, and you are a slave to the 
bone. For all I know your father has died 
there, and I can't stand the thought of losing 
both of you. (both of them crying and 
hugging) 

ANGEL 

Don't be afraid. I'm a guardian angel. I’m 
here to protect her and guide her through 
troubled situations. 

MILI 

Bye, Mom... I’ll love you forever. (Mili runs 
into the woods crying) 

(BLACKOUT) 


ACT ONE, SCENE TWO 

(Mili is running in the woods) 

ORCHESTRAL INTERLUDE 

*Recording of Mini’s thoughts: Where 
do I go? What’s happening? Where’s 
my mom? What’s going to happen to 
her? 

ANGEL 

Don't think about it — Just run! 

MILI 

(gasp) What was that? 

ANGEL 

I've brought her to you. 

ANNE 

(walks onstage) Thank you. Your 
assistance is gratefully honored. Hello. I've 


been waiting for you. I'm Anne Frank. You 
are about to be captured, but I will be here 
for you. The place where you will be taken 
is the place where I died. I knew your father 
there. I am sorry to say, but he died not 
long before I died of starvation and disease. 

(gunshots are heard) 

MILI 

Why were you waiting for me? 

ANNE 

Your father told me about you, and I wanted 
to meet you. 

MILI 

How did you know where to find me? 

ANNE 

There's no time for questions. 

Boots are heard on the pavement, and Mili 
is captured by a soldier. Soldiers tattoo 
Mill’s arm. 

OFFICER 

Your name is no longer Mili. Your name is 
67730. 

(BLACKOUT) 


ACT TWO, SCENE ONE 

NARRATOR 

Mili is taken to a concentration camp, 
protected by her guardian angel and the 
ghost of Anne Frank, who help her escape. 
(Sebastian will read the escape plan) 
Running through the forest for her life, Mili 
stumbles upon a cottage where an old man 
lives. 

JOSEF 
Who are you? 

MILI 

My name is Mili. 

JOSEF 

Oh, I've been waiting for you. I'm here to 
keep you safe until it's time for you to go 
back to your mother. Go gather some food 
so we can eat. 
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NARRATOR 

Mili stayed with Josef for three days, playing 
with her guardian angel and her spirit friend, 
the ghost of Anne Frank. At the end of the 
three days, Josef sent her on her way. 

MILI 

When will I see you again? 

JOSEF 

When this rose blooms, we be back 
together. 

(BLACKOUT) 


ACT TWO, SCENE TWO 

In the forest 
ANNE 

It's time for you to go home now Mili. Your 
mother will be missing you. 

MILI 

But how will I find my way? We’re in the 
middle of the forest! I’ll get lost! 

ANNE 

Don’t worry, I'll guide you home. 

MILI 

Well... ok.... (both walk offstage) 
(BLACKOUT) 


ACT THREE, SCENE ONE 

Mili returns home. The date is now 30 years 
later—June 5, 1972. 

MOTHER sitting on the house steps, old, 
crying 

MILI 

Hello, Mother! I’ve missed you so much! 
MOTHER 

Where have you been? It’s been what, 30 
year? Oh my baby! 

MILI 

What! But I’ve only been gone three days! I 
must tell you all about it. I met my guardian 
angel. I will tell you tomorrow, for I’m so 
tired! 


MOTHER 

Where did you get that beautiful rose? 

Picks up flower and examines. 

MILI 

St. Josef gave it to me! 

MOTHER 

Oh, this is just wonderful! I know, we’ll go to 
America and start a new life. I’ll go right 
now and get the tickets, then we shall 
always be together! 

Mother exits and Mili sits on steps, thinking. 

MILI 

30 years... Wow, I wonder how that could 
have happened? (She sighs and lays back 
on the steps and goes to sleep.) 

MOTHER 

(Appearing onstage.) 

Mili! We are leaving for America! I have the 
tickets! (Mili is still asleep) 

MOTHER 

Well, let’s put you to bed. (Pulls her over to 
a bed and places a rose in her hand.) I’m 
pretty tired too. Good night, my sweet. 

(Mother sings a Lullabye, then lies down.) 

LULLABY 

As the flower opens to the day, 

My darling you will wake and play. 

And as the flower opens to the sun, 

The petals emerge one by one. 

And someday when the petals close. 

I'll be there to take you home. 

(BLACKOUT) 

VILLAGER 

(Villager enters) They are dead! 

(picks up rose) Well, look at this! 

JOSEF 

reads the following letter, written to Mili... 
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Dear Mili, 

I'm sure you have gone walking in the woods and passed a clear, flowing brook. And you’ve 
tossed a flower, a red one, into the brook. You followed it with your eyes as far as you could... 

The flower traveled for three days, without stopping to rest, when another flower came along on 
another brook. A child like you far away from here had tossed it into a brook at the same time. 

The two flowers kissed and went on their way together, and stayed together until they both sank 
to the bottom. 

You see, the brooks and the flowers come together, but people do not; great mountains and 
rivers, forests and meadows, cities and villages lie in between. People have their places. But one 
human heart goes out to another, undeterred by what lies between. Thus does my heart go out 
to you. You say, “Tell me a story.” And my heart replies: “Yes, dear Mili, just listen.” 


(BLACKOUT) 
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Dear Mili, 

I’m sure you have gone walking in the woods and passed a 
clear, flowing brook. And you’ve tossed a flower, a red one, 
into the brook. You followed it with your eyes as far as you 
could... 

The flower traveled for three days, without stopping to rest, 
when another flower came along on another brook. A child 
like you far away from here had tossed it into a brook at the 
same time. The two flowers kissed and went on their way 
together, and stayed together until they both sank to the 
bottom. 

You see, the brooks and the flowers come together, but 
people do not; great mountains and rivers, forests and 
meadows, cities and villages lie in between. People have 
their places. But one human heart goes out to another, 
undeterred by what lies between. Thus does my heart go 
out to you. You say, “Tell me a story.” And my heart replies 
“Yes, dear Mili, just listen.” 



